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whose extraordinary aspect was more that of a gnome, a Blue-
beard, or a Croquemitaine, who holds the minds of children in a
state of awe rather than that of a clown who amuses them. His
forefathers must have handed down to the present generation
one relic of past ages, a
conception of the Evil Spir-
it, such as might have been
attributed to a savage tribe
of Central Africa, or to the
most remote and least civ-
ilized South Sea Islanders.
And the idea was embod-
ied in an enormous mask
of diabolical expression, of
which he was the maker, if
not the inventor. It was
made of some animal's skin,
wrinkled and discolored, the
teeth of shells, the hair and
beard of palm fibre stained
red with henna; bits of
looking-glass and paint did
the rest. A picturesque
scene was enacted one day
in a court-yard amid palm-trees, in which this old character
was the head-musician, improvising comical verses in short and
jerky metre, and chanting them in a manner that created much
amusement Several Ouled-Nahil women glided about as if
rolled on wheels, waving their arms and sweeping the dust with
their ample draperies trailing on the ground. Whether through
a feeling of thanksgiving or simply to give vent to overflowing,
joy it was difficult to ascertain, but after the dance, as in $&,

THE MASKED VIRTUOSE, BISKRA.